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ADVERTISEMENT. 


E Author is well aware, that, having yielded 
to the ſollicitations of ſeveral of his Friends, 
members of our patriotic, conſtitutional Societies, 
by publiſhing theſe Songs, he is not to expect a 
like partial approbation of them from the Pus ic. 
Indeed, there is not, perhaps, any kind of Publi- 
cation whatever, for which, when it is obtruded 
on the World by a mere Verſifier, (for the Author 
is no Poet) an Apology bs ſo requilite, as that of 
a Collection of Sox cs. 


The Songs which compoſe this Collection, and 
which were, for the part, written for ule of 
the Societics above-mentioned, are penn'd with 
' that honeſt Zeal which, he preſumes, muſt fill the 
breaſt of every Briuſh Subject, who is a real Frien 1 
to his King, and io his Country, And when it 
is confidercd, that it is but a ſhort time fince Ca ira, 
though of foreign Import, and hardly underſtood, 
had well nigh moſt fatally muſled many of our 
thoughtlels, uninformed (perhaps j{{-informed) 
Countrymen. If « is remembered, that Lillibulrro 
brought about the Revolution, and Long Live 


Great George our King battled the * lic 
humbly conccives, that, at this tune eſpecially, the 
1 
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putting a Loyal Song into the mouth of the 
multitude, can be attended with no unſalutary 


The Author, moreover, begs leave to obſerve, 
———and here, O, ye Criticks! dub him not the 
Egotift, neither charge him with affefed Delicacy, 
What, however deficient theſe Songs may be 
found---for greatly deficient they confefledly are--- 
of that ſheer, ſterling, attic Wit that is fo juſtly 
admired in thoſe of the late G. A. Stevens, of face- 
tious Memory ; and much as they muſt ſuffer in 
a compariſon with the productions of the ingenious 
Dibdin; yet are they unpolluted with thoſe inde- 
cent, and often oblcene allies that diſgrace the 
Verſe of (the Pan might he not ſay !) the would- 
be Comus, or Momnvs, of the fellive bond of 
u. Oden Oppultion Leaders, 


'Tis true, the moroſe, cenſorious Miſanthrope 
may ſpurn, and the ſandlimonious Perſon ſhake 
his head at, & execrate the very idea of a colletion 
of Songs! but while man inherits his priſtine a- 
cultics, and is---what nature firſt formed him---2 
ſocial Creature; be will, and be innocently may, 
at due times & ſenſons, join the mirthful thong, - 
caich at the ſew ſugacious joys the convivial bo 
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affords him there ſhare the pleaſant, harmleſs 
Jeſt; and recite, to time and muſic, the laughter- 
railing Tale, with a merry heart, and uncontami- 
nated lips; and then return to his home, and to 
his family, as undeſiled as he went out. Why 
ſhould he not? ſince it is not the %, but the 
aluſe of our Free-agency, that makes us bad Men; 
that forms the Libertine, or the Debauchee. 


But the /i/idinous compolition. that vile 
proſtitution of lively talents, whoſe ceiibricy hangs 
only on its tendency to corrupt the mind, and 
promote immorality the ſenſible and prudent 
Man, who duly regards his reputation fur under- 
landing and decency, will neither uſe, nor coun- 
tenance the ule of: knowing that it is poſſible, 
very poſſible, to be merry, & at the ſame tune ye, 


Grounding his hopes, then, upon theſe 
conſiderations, as well as the uſual Candour and 
Liberality of an unprejudiced public, the Author 
Hatters himſelf, that this pride Publication may 
meet with, at leaſt, a favorable Reception, 
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Serious, Comic, OE Ac. 


SONG I, 


Tus AroLlocy. 


Tune, Now we're free from College Ruler, 


FINE ſingers much intreating lack, 
And raile high ex on: 
But in a vet'ran Gng- hack, 


wou d look like aff 
Then fince I'm call'd on from the chair, 
I plead ogy One, Gy Ent Sirs. 


At beſt my finging's mig 
The Pom . 
CHORUS 


EU 
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CHORUS. 


What then ! I trouble not my knob : 
But, whilſt we've time before us, 

7 
To fill each jovial chorus. 


I fear you'll find no concord in 

upper notes, or middle ; 

ls an unharmonious din, 
Juſt like an old crack'd hddie. 
I] once was gay, but now am grave 
And dull; or I conceit it. 
Neon qualis cram, we can't have 
„Our cake when we have cat it,” 
: 40 111. 

We old men oft conceited get 
CY — 

And vince for harmony we're met, 

I'd fein on that be prating. 


Our ling-ſong wights might 1 adviſe, 


They'd mark their recitation ; 
Nor ſenſe to found cer lacrifice : 
But give articulation. 

IV, 
I: gives Jobn Bull the belly-ach, 

t, hear tne fn iqueaking, 
An drawning wor 

Inflead of plainly ſpeaking, 


Jer Vernon too, with voice 59 50, 
How well he told the tale Sirs! 


in will and ſhake, 


The manly notes of Beard and Lowe, 
To plcale they cou d not fail, Sire, 


On 
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| ” V. 
On Dibdin's genius ſhou'd I rh 
And lenghten out my ſong, 
__ _ preſent time ; 
| t make it — too long. ſirs. 
Wn, long! ” cnes Surly, in a pet, 
„Aye tis too long, by much, fir... 
„One ſong, by Dieb wrote and ſet, 
. hundred ſuch, ür!“ 


Well well!--I trouble not &c. 


— 


5 SONG I. 
Tus Patriotic Cnalt-MENDER, 


Tune, Dibdin's old Chairs to mend. 


1. 
Though low my ſtate; 
With elate, 
I tend my Occupation ; 
In thought (God wot! ) 
I murmur not; 
But bleſs my happy Nation, 
Yet, none for Rights wou'd more contend, 
— i 
| Who cry, 
Old Chairs to mend! Chairs to mend old Chairs 
o mend 
11. 
Through her Domain, 
By honeſt Gain, 
To can my Bread I knock it, 
C | 6004 
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Good Peck and Booze 
Uncer refuſe; 
Or Chink to line my Pocket. 
Yet, none for Rights wou'd more &c, 


No Srholard 1; 

Yet I em 

The Ad of 257 Corbus ; 
And truſt they will 


Preſerve it ſtill. 
Nor in one Jom fob us. 


Yet none for Rights vou d more &c, 
IV, 


Shoud War's alarms 
Call, Rouſe! to Arms! 
I leave my Old-Chair-mending. 
To meet the Foe, 
Away I go. | 
My Country's Laws defending, 


Yet none for Peace wou'd more &c. 


V. 
Igent Heav'n 
To hath giv'n | 
Our Kine and ConriTuUTr1ON, 
Engliſhmen ! 
They ſhou d be made abuſe on ! 


Yet none for Rights wou'd more &c, 
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V 


ate 
We may (too late !) 
Oro Excitans fall'n to Ruins! 


Yet none for Rights &c. 


ET 


SONG III. 
Tus Suat Rute. 


Tune, The Animated Statue. 
1. 

On Ida, once, all in a whiff, 

Jove and Juno had a tiff, 


And neither would knock under. 
ſwore there was nv bearing on't,— 


gain'd ſlrength by wearing on. 
Ie E. his vers Then ay 
1, 
Yet louder ſlill the Palace rung, 
When Jour bade Fung bold ber tongue 


'Twas Priv/lege fo invadi 
And, while cach 4 they” — 


.-j 


That vulgar nick-name B-. R—_ 


Mong it mor 1al Waves degrading, 
111. 
Why, how now ! Sirrah ! K us conf 
lure—l'm chok'd with — _— 
"Mas ft your Head » E, 


Ci "Thus 


Wi 


l 
. 
: 
1 
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«Thus Nrunbercls fill their fl 
In Bumpers teilt cheir tru 
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thy Guts— 
mp Sluts, 
„And wrong tus honen Women.” 


. 
Now Mam, who cold or hot was able 
To blow, like th' Satyr in the fable, 
Laid Scoff and wordy War by. 
And now the Chanc'llor © the Sk 
Gives car to / bat, and When, — in: 
And all was Joan and Darby, 


v. 
«Suppoſe, Dear Life !” rejoins the Queen, 
„That / not Ton, in fault have been 
(«T „that a you I'll fwear it.) 
I'm brow-beat s thof I did not know 
„My Catechize, or Chniſ-crols row. 
„What wife dye think, can bear it? 
vi. 
„Think, Love ! what Riots oft you kick up, 
„When, half-leas-o'er--with oaths & hiccup-+ 
* I from Banquets roy al. 
„Thi os, Semelcs ; 
*Your we thoule familics, 
*You've led to atts difloyal, 


vii. 
What if, with me, Chuck! Hubby! Spoulc! 
„Wuh me you thar'd cornuted brows ! 
„The tport of Wage ſarcaſtic! 
The noole that bands us, to untye't, 
our poor frail wile would you act cite 
4% Coun Ecclehallic / 
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VIII. 
*But more than all theſe tricks, 
*Tis B--ch that in my Girzzard flicks,” . 
—*Zwounds ! madam ! tin: that gabble.” 
Now--moſt in fault no matter which 
Ma am form d, and Four again call'd, B.-, 
And fo renew id the Squabble. 


— — — 


SONG IV. 
Tut ADMONITION. 
Tune, I'm up to all your Tricks, my Dear. 


I, 
When Anarchy and Treaſon dire 


Againlt Britannia 5 Soft, conſpire, 

Do thou, O Jovs ! ther Boloms lire 
With manly Reſolution, 

O, Britons ! when your ſtate to mend, 

Domeſtic — pretend, 

Beware! Country's Cn defend ;-- 
Your i CONSTLEU LION, 


Behold mad Gallic Tumults riſe, 
By Rapine, under Fiicadihip's guile, 
The human Race to fraternize, 


The nole o thi Grnd-ftone pinning, 
Whilft running Kall, Weſt, North [4 — 1 


They 1 nor Sex, nor Age, nor Youth, 
They laugh but rather the mouth, 
| They may be alter giuping, 


* 


To Arms ! protect her 


Pp : * 
— * „ - - . » * * — * - = ON * * p 8 T * 
a 990 PF - 
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111. 
A maſs of democratic Knaves, 


Who all are Rulers all are Slaves: 


©, dreadful Revolution! 


”M Zach ſhuns his Brother; fears his Friend. 


Think, Britons think where this muſt tend: 
Beware Country's Laws defend ;--- 
Your King and ConsriTvT40N, 


ww, 


Whence Genizs and Arts are fled ; 
Where Virtue dares not ſhew her head: 
Religion lifts the aweful tread = 


Then, Britons ! whom no danger awes, 


Ariſe !..defend your Country's caule ! 


Jaws joomnn 


Your Kine and ConsTituriON. 
v. 


On Albion's hi d Ie, 
All-potent Jove ! fill deign to ſmile... 
O, may cach Engliſh Heart recoil 
| At Cane Proflicution ! 
O, Britons ! whether on the Plain 
Your Foes advance, or on the Main; 


To Arms !--your Country's Laws maintain 


Your Kivs and Consiiivriou, 
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SONG v. 
Tus Joviar Copier, 


Tune, Through all the Employments of life. 
A Cobler's a King in his Stall ; 

A Stool is his Throne all ſo great; 
The Sceptre he weilds is his Atm), 

And a Bonnet's a Crown for his Pate ; 


Old Shoes are his Subjects around; 
O 


More peaceable King never {way d; 
he never yet found ; 4 
By every Seal he's bey d. 


Tune; (Ad Libitum.) 


No Trade with mine can ſure compare ; 
For rotten Seals I ſoon repair ; 
And tis W, cy tion, 
On footing to let Nation, 


may "my bang ang, — and my ho ! ho! ho! 


ork can a cobler do! 


My Soal in nut-brown Ale I ſoak; 

W hich makes me without End io joke: 

My Al of Care 1 drown each Night, 

And I think the World goes wondrous right, 


With my bang, &c, 


Tune, Ti; bere fellow Servants- 


Come all fellow Coblers, and liften to me: 
I'll ſhew you bow thole of ſuperior degree 
anode but Coblers, no better than we, 
gh and low in this agree . | 
_ "Tis 
The j bil Fats ae from the Pen of d lai inge Mr, Pilog 
A 
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"Tis here, fellow Cobler, 
; And there, fellow Cobler ; 
Still patching and mending, d'ye ſee. 


The Patriot, ſo great, when the nation's wore out, 
With economy's Leather he heel-taps it ſtout; 

And tho but » , he makes a great Rout, 
Both high and low in this agree : &c. 


Tune, Hark the benny Chrift Church Bells, 


Hark ! the Guineas clink, 

One, two, three, four, five fix : 
They found ſo ſweet; 
They look fo neat, 

And they chink ſo merrily. 


For 'tis ſparkling Gold alone 
The human mind doth ſway : 1 
And all muſt own, 
If well told down, 
Doth wonders ev'ry Day, 


, tingle, tingle, ring the Bell 

Can of Ale: 1 
For, Pounds, or Pence, 
A few years hence, 

Will nothing us avail, e 


Then tin 
For 
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SONG VI. 


Addreſſed, with the greateſt Reſpect. to the 
Centlemen, Officers and Privates of the Volunteer 
Yeoman Cavalry, throughout England. 


Tune, To Anacreon tn Heav's. 


1. 
To King 2 in heav'n, where he ſat, rob'd in 
in bliſs, 
Some True Loyal Britons prefer'd a Petition. 
They complain'd that, through Faction, ſome 
things went amals, 
When this Anſwer arriv'd from that Great 
quondam Briton, 
Rough Disco d, tis true, 
Was embrac'd by ſome few : 
But this Imp, you call Faction, my Subjeds 
ne'tr knew, ; 
For {rue Britons were loyal, were valiant and free; 
Vere united und happy as Mortals could be. 


This Story ſoon fill'd all Oryweus with wonder ; 
"TW Oro Moxancuy needs mull the myſt'ry 
unſold. 
This Facrios's the Nurſcling of Paz1 cries 
Tuvs or: 
„Tie Rec icivs's Baſtard, begot on fone Scold. 
+ ut our vorne 1. 
„No ſuch Gucelt ſhall defile ; 
Nor the hearts of good Subyedas thall ever beguile, 
For e Britons are loyal, Ac, 
UL Now 
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[ 111. 
Now celeſtial Goſſips, in cloſe ſete- a- tete, 
In low murmurs exclaim againſt Juxo's mad 


Here V ex vs, there HencuLEs, the fate, 
The one, of her Romans, the other, his Greeks, 
ove, knowing the ſpleen 
his termagant Queen, 
«Go Hzauts,“ fays he,” and our Rates quick 
For true Britons are loyal &c. 
IV. 


The * was met—IIcaven's Grand took the 
hair; 
And Mans, {miling, got up, and the buſ'neſs 
thus lated. 
If the Peace of yon Ifle be celeſtial care, 
That care her bold Tenants have anticipated. 
„ark the martial-ton'd Horn 
„Doth cach Vulunteer wan; 
„And her Yeomen a well-trained Cavalry form, 


„For irue Britons are loyal, &c.“ 
V, 
Wlan * to themſelves, and to Gzonce our 
Ty rent ; 
4*Whilft cach Yeoman, in arms, becomes Britain's 
| protector; 
They're the envy and dread of their Foes, there's 


\ no fear unt | 
"Well ſpoke, Carrain Mans!” quoth th" 
„Their 


OLYMFICAL Rieros. 
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„Their Iſland we love, 

And their meaſures approve ; 

*And ſuch Patriots as theſe we'll reward from above, 
For true Britons are loyal, &c. | 

vi. 


Ye Yzourn or Exciand! now join hand in 
hand : 
Preſerve Ux antmity, Fritnpsnir & Love, 
'Tis yours to purſue what's fo nobly plan'd : 
You've the ſanttion of Gops, and the hat of 
OVE., 
Iles, ſince thus we agree, 
Our Toaſt let it be, 
May all truc loyal Britons be happy and fret ! 
May our — 1 and his Subjects no Faction cer 
cr ! | 
Here's Kue Gon and the Von or 
Exciane ron EVA 


13 
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SONG VII. 


The CRITIQUE, 


By an Iriſh Gentleman, on hearing his friend fing 
the celebrated Dog aud Shadow, 


Tune, When I took my departure from Dublin's own 
_ 


O! that Dog and that Shadow's an excellent Fable: 
The Song too abuund> with much comical wit: 
Such wit as they /pake at the building of Bavei; 
Mach bother d their Bains, and contus'd then 


ro 


# bit, 
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For that man of War Simile's drol, I aſſure you: - 
Three maſts and a Jury !!! why ſure you have 
tipp 
2 with three Maſts, ſtands in need of 


a Jury; 
That Ship, like your Song, muſt be d-mnably 
crippl'd. 
11. 


Of the Dog and the Shadow there's made an ill 


ule, Sir. 
Though the Thought is a good one, it muſt be 
conteſs'd. 
Like the Fox, who, for Supper, had olen a Gooſe 
Sir; 
Having no {kill in cooking, he ate it undreſe d. 


Or elſe, like an Iriſh Song .Blood & Thunder! 
(For why may not I "one more Simile” lug in?) 
Like an Inſh Song, unadorn'd with a Blunder, 
Inn ſomething attempting; but merdy hum- 
bugging. 


„Botheration !” cries Dermo now can't you be aily? 
+Three Maſs & a Jury!-avc'll lay, that won't do; 
But the ſmall Craf1,—{hould they prove foul-bot- 
tom d and crazy, 
"A twelve-headed Jury, to fem is TUI Buys” 


| Well; 1 by my foul! now, 
"yl 
— that's juſt the ſame 


thin 
22 


3— 
22 A Ir 


n * 


a wind up, 
with "God love 


P, 
ve 
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SONG vin. 


Dzazn Morte! 


Written to the Muſic of the late ingenious Mn. 
SAMUEL Jarvis, by a Fnend. 


By thoſe Roſes and Lillies, which all Men invite; 
By my of your favor tocrown my delight ; 
By che __ S_ rapture, I flole the laſt 
ignt, 
I prithce now hear me...Dear Molly! 
| 11. 
By thoſe tender Emotions which in my Soul riſe ; 
By thoſe bright Beams of Beauty which dart from 
your Eyes ; 
By your Virtue, which more than your Beauty I 
prize, 
I prithee now hear mc Dear Molly! 


By the innocent Wiſhes a Virgin may are; 

By the delicate hopes which her Lover may bear ; 

By the Queſlion I'm dying to alk. .but don't dare, 
I] prithee now hear me Dear Molly ! 


«a6 The BRITISH HARMONIST. 
SONG ix. 


Tuz Por-znor. 
Tune, Wig! Wige! Wigit! 


1. 


To build a new Song, or « Ballad to raiſe up, 
Some quote an old Tale, fome a Fable from A. ſop, 
With moral and Simile—I ſhall not try «i: 

But a Fable recite, and leave you to apply it. 

Sing Diſhes, Plates, Platters, Pans, Pipkins & Jugs; 

Crocks, Tea-pots, and Cream-pots, and Mugs! 
Mugs! Mugs! 


11. 


his for ulc ; that to look at; lome common; lome 
rate; 
An ugly brown Pitcher, who there bore the ſway, 


Hu brown Brethren addrels'd, ww this brown kind 


of way. 
Sing Diſhes Ac. 
| 111. 
«With 41 ay Friends! we're a fot of tame 


For ſubmitting to Order, Diſtincion, or Rules ; 
Or be put io bale ute Lund, let us revolt 


**W c ou4 beiters debale, & ourkelves we'll cxliald, 
dug Dilhes &. 


"Ts 


Potſhop, well Riocked with all ſorts of Ware ; 
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Iv, 


at - "vor us, is but 
To thoſe Jars, Vaſes, China, the Potter give birth. 


„No wel 


V. 
This civic harangue was receiv'd with applauſe ; 
And all became tumult, conſuion 
But a moderate Punch-bowl now 
And my oy the minds with 
Caim, 


Sing Diſhes Ac. 


V1, — 


But ſome (nner pots ( Jordans) now eager to vie 
With Bu» is, C1 and taucers, with one voice, 
did « ly > 


No longer b ur d our ferret abodes 
„Let ws fave on 1 ce, and Side-boards, and 
Cuplyart,,” 
Sing Diſhes & 
VI. 
In vain did a Woater-qug (fome fay a Platter) | 
In a fenous deen lk Hine to dew up the matter, 
"Why, lays he, of the lane Cay we made, 4 us 
tas ; | 
"But ſupenus Talents bdong but ww fo, 
ding Dilbes &c, 


„e 
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Vii 


*Thoſe, again, whoare deſtin'd for hi , 

„Are ee you fo amply e 

And much more bad he urg d; but a dirty mouth 
Greaſe-pot, 

Bawl'd out, *knock Him down—he's a King's 
fnend - Depot!” 


Sing Diſhes — 


Now Jordans, Pans, Pitchers, and all the brown 

Did Greaſe-por's ſuperior Oration applaud. 

'They were — | —they were inju d ..they 
wou d have relic ! 


But ſoon a diſpute arole, who ſhou'd be chief? 
Sing Diſhes &c, 


X. 
dow through the whole ſhop was the devil to pay. 
For o carts Commendan bo-—aone weetf obey. 
And Jordans, Pans, Pitchers .yea, every thing 
ilad gone all to imaſh--but tar OwWS4k Came in. 


Sing Diſhes &c, 


X1, 
Why, how now ! cries He,what a — you 


doing 
Both of me & yourſelves, ye" the ruin. 
"When in Cu '1's kicked or or lculleries cram d, 


„hen jollle, & chaucr, & break and be d-ma'd.” 
bing Diſhes Ac, 
SONG 
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SONG XxX, 


Tut Couxtay Town, 


1. 


Of our Town and our Folk 
The burthen of my Song is ; 
And humbly 1 your pardon crave, 
If aught that's in it wrong is. 
Yaiikee doodle, doodle dan: 
Black Negro he get ſumbo. 
And when you come to our Town, 
Well make you drunk with Bumbo, 


But Hen the Muſes I invoke, 

Like other Poetaſters ; 

If Tempers chaſe, or heads be broke, 
That 1 may fad them plailic:s, 

Yankee doud.c Ac. 


= 111. 

We've Charafters of ev'ry Mould; 
All Tempers, Forms and Sizes ; | 

The Crave, the Gay, the Young, thc Old, 
Hid wander various Guilcs, 

anke doodle Ac. 


Iv, 


This Spouts, but Muller, through Life's langs 


£441. Rather nete 1, 
In on we have 4s braid n but 

A ever Lond put Guts 4. 
Taube duudic &c, 


L We've 


4 
| 


„% „ 
* 


ell Poems: we Thor os 
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2 Gentes. 


Fine Lingo this, and larned too; 
Tho rr tis. 
| Yankee doodle &c. 

Vi. 


Emerg'd from Counting-houſe, or Shop, 
We've Squires and their Spoules, 
(For who fo great as Citizens, 


When down at Country Houſes. ) 
Yankee doodle &c. 


Vit. 
We've Drunkards, Drones and merry Wags ; 
And here and there a Churlite, 
We've ſimirking Dames and Mies too, 
Town-bred and warſcly periiie, 
Yankee dvodle &c. 


Viit 
No Cos ! no! our Nolghbour's name 
e need 


Yankee doodle &c, 
IX. 
But at the % we fee the News, 
Or hear it ad aloud, fir; 
w hd, chrough Tobacco-hmake, we look 
Like Godlings in a Cloud, bu, 
V aukec dovd.s &s 


— 


Thee 
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Here aliſts and Democrats 
Are Fox or Pitt decrying. 
Here, Landlord ! bring me Uotber Pin. 
O, it's vaſtly edutying ! 
Yankee doodle &c. 
Xl, 

*I finds, cries one, S1n HoTnan, there, 
Has made the Frenchmen caper. 
*He as bang'd the Breft Fleet oft Toulon 

I feed nm the Paper, 
Yankee doodle &c 

XII. 

«There's Bitty Pr, the Toxr call d. 

I'm up to all his Riggs, Sir. 
„Im /artin that there Powder Tax 

Is laid to bring 18 Wig⸗,“ Sur. 
Yankee doodle &c, 
R111. 


Tue ſnarling Deiſi f his Thou 
ay — bb op 
Reviles the flate ; the Bible Ipurns, 
And has it all lis OwB Way. 
Yankee duudlc &c 
| KIVs | 
The Democrats here hald their Club, 
In s pretiy hatle nate K : 
The Loy ile more num'rous ae, 
Aud Iwagyest 12 4 yam Ruuin, 
) aukce duudic &c, 
E 4 Oo, 
« Wip jw Way 
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XV. 
O, when they ſing God fave the King,” 
With three times three tis follow d, 
I'm fure their grea'eft foes can't ſay, 


1 hey Gng in irains unbollod'd | 
Yankee doodle &c. 
XVI. 
And now a Toaſt, and now a Song, 
And now a Toaſt goes round, Sir. 
With Jokes and ſibes and local Wit 
1 hey make the Koom zeſound Sir. 
Yankee doodle &c. 
xvit. 


Cld Square Tors 100, all ſuns fouci, 
Here ſnokes his Pipe, and ab ſezs! 
He cracks his Jeft, an d laughs, and fits, 
Juſt like a Hen on Du4-Eggs, 
Yankee doodle Ac. 
XVIII. | 
Juſt rous'd from fleep, Dick Drow/y cries, 
% for i gend e it Na, ! 
% Heigh--beigh-+be ! Hang fo much Talk; 
%% ſpoils all Converlation,” 


a ls A tt. 


Yankee doodle Ae. : 
XIX. 
But ſuſi my Mule pull a while... 44 
Dilnount, and 12 
2 1 aſus A bas; and tk ”_ 4 
„% wet u up, 
Y aukee doodle &c, * 


May 


| 
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XX. 
May Neighbours think as Neighbours ought; 
All tune their Hearts to one Chord; 
And live to love, and love to live 
In Harmony and Concord ! 
Yankee doodle &c. 


— 


SONG XI. 


A PazTORAL. 
Tune, Tom o' Bedlam. 


as I, 
Peg, vain of the Conqueſt ſhe fancy'd ſhe'd made 
Or ihe Heart of falle Edward, was ladly atraid 
All the World ſhou'd not know how her Charms 
had attracted... 

Of what Tedroard had cd & all how ſhe had add. 
Polletſcd of the Secret, no flecp cou d the get: 
But, carly next morning, with en ſhe met ; 
And, bn. fly exchanging the od Satutation, 
With, Well what doll thank , Peg begins this 


alien. 
—_ | 
„Why, gueſs what has hap'd, Swe 1 know'd 


t Won d be 0 
„For I dam d on't---1've been to the Fair thee 
mult know — | 
»All W „ % nee my beſt Boddice and 


| ou, 
„My new yellow Gound, & my cockly -coal 1bbon, 
„Wen 
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«Well, and 4 do ye zee, being ſmart, as I zed, 
I was 8 way by Beit Sweetheart... 


Zo, wi” en ſire- new Bonnut, 
„Made o'Zilken; —— bo tos think, I look'd 
Zummot. 


111. 

«Wall, as bomevard we joy'd, cools the Mead, Net 

begun 

To be —— and buſſing, and thic zort of fun, 

„Hold ! hold there !” zed I, *who duſt think to 
come round pray 

Let go Ned'-what Mae's Neſt doſt think ye 

have ſound, pray? 

0 twitter d, and ſhook, I was ready to zink: 

And then 1 ſquall'd out--not vaſt loud ye ma think, 

But at laſt, wi'his Sighs and ſolt „ be to 
mov d me 


„Well, I do thank, zomehow, he zartinly loves me, 


IV, 


Poor Yedward! For all I was ſqueamiſh & hull, 
1 do think thee'rt a pretty young Youth, though, 


„How you _— What, pew”! thinks, mayhap, 
a nothing will come 01!“ 
„lea, 1 ink, lays Sue, dryly, you'll marry or 
Lummar, 
"But remember, Dear Peg -& before its 400 late, 
Remember how , e deceiv'd Lier kate, 
"Wou'd 7 am, who the zuin of Girls made a trade on, 
„Eer have many'd poor Nell had not Church- 
warden mage un f 
But 


— = — 


 W Hwa = 
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| V. 
But no longer was Peg either mh or . 
And fly Ned of her 2 2 — : 
When 100 late did ſhe find, how that zomething 
wou'd come o'r, 
And remember'd Sue's word. you'll be marry'd 
or Zummot,“ 
The Hey-1ay was over, andmark the event 
Ned to Bridewell, & Peg to the Workhouſe was ſent. 
And to make all things cafy,- though fore 'gaiult 
his Will,- | 
Ned cen ſwallow d the Law's matrimonial Pill. 


F 


—  — 


SONG XII. 


Taz Loyai Quarters 


1. \ 


Methinks—it is moſt grievo 
80 many o our Countrymen 
Are pfionc—tto be milchicyous, 
To give IH their ue loyallyo_— 
Some Prof 1 doth behove them, 
For, much I fearonn to n= tcly! 


The Evil One doth move them, 


| Hs, 

The Senite Houſe _ would reform, 
They're Friends, 199, — of the Pope 

Yet ver their Heads — would riſe a nm: 
On they poos fhouldeis brap ul 


O, 
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1 
O, Do gor Fobn . ſurnamed Ketch ! 
To thee Fd recommend them. 
Would mightily amend them. 


With Cros the Kixo wel pleaſ'd Tam. . 
Hs Heart he hath and Hands — 
For like the Patiiach-——A 54 A HAM mm 
The Father of the Faithful. 
A Maid he choſe... ſor Große, his Heir 
The Stranger ſcnt..to woo her. | 
A . Maid. who doth not {car — N 
hat Man can do unto her! 4 


IV, 


Let mad-brain'd Brothers prophecy. 
Of Kings the Extirpation ; — . 
And Halbed countenance the L No— 
To vex our happy Nation, 
Yet, may young Geor, and CarOlinte— 
Since cach good 1 Man approves them }) 6. 
Increaſe the —— — 2 line, — 
M hence the Spirit moves them ! 


. 


RAY 
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SONG THE LAST; 
or, ” 


FINALE. 


Tune, Lawyers pay you with Words. 
1. 
In a Coffee-Room Box, as It other day fat ; 
a  ———_— and hear the Town 
; 
B two acobin Wits, who dropt in, I was ken'd. 
ell! PozT! ” quoth one (and then wink d to 
his friend) 
Wah your Vorerst Monts! ant 
"LoYaL Cas u A K lo 
„Sure, to Mixisrar's favor you re no ſmall 
Pretender ' 
„Some ho - 2 — 2 
what 


«Yes, yes 3 Le him catch * em 
at 1 W 2 


11. 
At this ſneering sd hesse, though, at firſt quite 


conloundcd , 


For the which, and their Jokes, I'd have gladly 
compuuntcd : 


Yet, ſeeing theſe Rades were determin'd to draw 
Me into Dilpuic ; or, as they'd WM it. n 
"Lei me calch em at that!” lays 1, lomewhat 
callettcd 
(Tor, wy Temper I curb9d; or that Vinue 
atlcacd ) 


* «T nough 
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Though not pertinent quite, there recurs to me, 


at, 


In old Story, that turns upon Catch em at that.” 
111. 


It was told in my own aukward way, you may 

{wear it : 

But, juſt as I told it them, ſo you ſhall hear it. 

"Twas of Patric 1 think his ſurname was 
O'Keerre. 

Sub-mercurial-planet-born, Par had turn'd Thief: 

And, how to get out of this d-mn-ble Hobble, 

He adviled with his *. Din ls 

Cost. 

For in Newgate immur d, all that troubl'd poor 
Par, 

Was the new Drop—for ſcar they ſhould catch him 
at that. | | 


IV, 


Now, Dews y! ſays he, I'll the matter diſcloſe. 

I have taken-A ye lee, now — 4 Purle, | luppole” 

„And - dye mind me ? — they LIICAIED 10 
"threaten 0 _— 

10 hang pon, cap be,” ait“, and you may lay 


„Now, Dzan Dinar! wy on n find out fone 
| Loop-hole, dye 
„That I can creep out at, „Aae that to me, 
„Let them han hang eee ang yuu, 
Fric as! 


#Y ou ſhall fee what I H do, if 1 asche at thai,” 


of 


Pan | =, *&# — w—_ [ 
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Vs 


Of that _ 2 Foa runt, no favorite 
Child, 1, 

Like an half-Hniſh'd Structure, flight built, and 
until'd.—1 | 

Muſt tumble to Earth, 'fore I'm many years older :- 

No Hie Jacer, the Curious to ſhew where 1 
moulde 

No Krar; no Oz11T; no Anno Dou: 

— Announcing when died, and the Age of, poor Tow, 

Mean _ or Penhon ; or, no matter 
what.” | 

Troth! I wiſh to my heart I could catch em at that! 


1, R. 


— 


TANTUM 


* 


_ 


